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The other to enioy by rage and Warre. 

Thefe fignes fore-run the death of Kings. 

Farewell, our Countrimen are gone and fled, 

As well allured 2?«W^thcirKing is dead. 

Sal. Ah Richard \ with eies of heauic mind, 

I fee thy glorie likeafhootingftarrc. 

Fall to the bafe earth from the firmament, 

Thy funne fets, weeping in the lowly Weft, 

Witnefling ftormcs to come, woe and vnreft : 

Thy friends are fled to waite vpon thy foes. 

And crofiely to thy good all fortune goes. 

Enter the Duke of Herford, Torke , Northumberland 
Buptieand Greene Pr if oners, 

Bui. Bring foorth thefe men. 

Bujhie and Greene, I will not vexcyourfoulcs 
Since prefently your foules mu ft part your bodies) 
With two much vrging your pernicious liucs, 

For t’were no charitic j yetto wafli your blood 
From ofFVny hands, here in the view of men, 

I will vnfold fome caufes ofyour death. 

You haue mif-led aPrince, a Royall King, 

A happie Gentleman in blood and lineaments. 

By you vnhappiedand disfigured cleane. 

You hauein manner with yourfinfullhowrcs. 

Made a diuorce betwixthis Queene and hisn. 

Broke the profeflion of a Royall bed, 

And ftaind the bcautie ofa fayre Queenes cheekes, 
With teares drawnefromher eies with your foule wrongs, 
My felfe a Prince by fortune ofmy birth, 

Neeere to the King.in blood, and neere in loue, 

T ill they d id make him mif-interpret me, 
Haueftooptmy neckevnder your injuries. 

And figh'd my Englilh breath in forren clouds. 

Eating the bitter bread of baniflunent, 

While you haue fedde vpon my fegniories, 

Difparkt my Parkes,and feld my forreft woods, 

From mine owne windowes tome my houlholdcoate, 
Rac’t out my imprefle, leauing me nofigne, 
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gaue mens opinions, and my luring blood? 

To (hewtheworldl am a Gentleman. 

This, and much more, much more then twice all this. 
Condemns you to the death • fee them deliuered ouer 
To execution and the hand of death. 

More welcome is the ftroke of death to me, 

Then Bnllingbrooke to England : Lords farewell. 

Greene, My comfort is, that heauen will take our fouks. 
And plague iniuftice with the paines of hell. 

Bull. My Lord Northumberland , fee them difpatcht s. 
Vnckle, you fay, the Queene is at your houfe, 

For Gods lake fairelie let her beentreated. 

Tell her, I fend to her my kind commends; 

Take fpeciall care my greetings be deliuered. 

Torke. A Gentleman ofmine I haue difpatcht 
With letters of your loue to her at large. 

Bull, Thanksfgentle Vnckle: )comeLords, away. 

To fi ght with Glendor and his complices, 

A while to worke, and after holiday, - Exeunt, 

Enter the King, tAumerle, CarliU , &c. 

King. Barkloughly Caftle call you this at hand / 
j4u. Yeamy Lord ; how brook's your Grace the ayre 
After your late toiling on the breaking Seas i 
King. Needsmuft I like it well,lweepe for ioy. 

To ftand vpon my kingdomeonce againe 
Deareearth, I doe falute thee with my hand. 

Though Rebels Mound thee with their Horfeshoofes : 

As along partedmother with her Child, 

Plaies fondliewith her teares, and fmiles in meeting: 

So weeping, finding, greet Ithce my earth. 

And doe thee fauour with my royall hands, 

Feede not thy Soueraignes foe, my gentle earth, 

Nor with thy fweets comfort his rauenous fence-, . 

Butlet thy Spiders,that fucke vp thy venome. 

And heauie gated Toads lie in their way, 

Dooingannoyance to the trechcrous feete, 

■Whichwith vfurping fteps do trample thee « 

feelds 






